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One 


Author's Notes: 
| love the song Pretty Pictures It\'s the kind of song that makes you think of the meaning behind it. This is 


what it says to me. 


Lyrics can be found here http://www.songmeanings.net/lyricphp?lid=353082210 185869422! 


"Chris?" 
"Yeah?" 


"Are you alright? You seem sort of," Oli sighed and waved his hand, "lost." 


"Just thinking." 


Oli watched the frontman with a knitted brow. Chris had been just thinking a great deal lately, and whatever he 


was thinking about didn't seem to be pleasant. He had not been sleeping, or eating, and he was gaunt and 
haggard and had circles under his eyes that made him looked as if he'd been punched. He had been snapping at 
both Oli and Long to the point that Long was pretty much ignoring him. 


"Anything | can do to help?" 
"Can you make me forget?" 
The question was said so softly that Oli wasn't sure he'd heard correctly. "What?" 


Chris shook his head, strands of hair falling to cover his eyes. He brushed them back with an impatient 
gesture. "Nothing, just nothing." He glanced up when Long walked in, his posture stiffening. 


Oli noticed and hooded his eyes, trying to keep an eye on them both without looking as if he was keeping an eye 
on them both. 


Long dropped to sprawl on the worn couch, his legs stretched out in front of him and his gangly frame 
hunched like a crouching spider. "So are we going to work on anything today or is this going to be another 
round of Chris being a diva bitch?" 


"Fuck you." 
"No thanks, got that last night" 
Color filled Chris‘ cheeks and his head jerked up. "Not from me." 


Long snorted and picked an imaginary thread off his shirt. "Not unless you had tits. But if it was you, let me 
applaud your talent for sucking dick" 


Chris‘ teeth snapped closed with a sound so loud Oli flinched. Standing, he kicked his chair back and stalked out 
of the room, the door slamming behind him hard enough to make Olis teeth rattle. Knowing he really should 
keep his mouth shut, he did the exact opposite and canted his eyes at Long. 


"Why?" 


A shrug of a bony shoulder. "Why not? I'm sick of his attitude. He's been acting like he's pissed at the fucking 
world Oli, and he he won't say why. If it has anything to do with us then he needs to just say it and get it 


done." 


"Yeah, | know. | get the feeling it's something bad though, bad enough that he's scared to talk about it. And he 
knows there isn't anything he could tell us that would make a difference, but even so | really think he's 


scared." 


Long looked at the door Chris had left through. "Yeah," he said softly, "| do Too." 
"So what do we do about it?" 


The narrow shoulders lifted and dropped. "I don't know, Oli. IF he won't tell us what it is, | don't think we can do 
anything.” 


"If we don't, I'm worried what might happen. And not just to the band" 

Long's sigh said it all. 

He was shaking, literally shaking. 

He didn't even know if he was angry, or if he was who he was angry at. 

Himself? Long? 

The past? 

Chris shivered, the light misty rain that was falling was cold and the air even colder and he had run outside in 
nothing but a thin shirt. He buttoned up the ones that had left part of his chest exposed and then folded his 
arms tightly around himself but it didn't help, most of the cold he was feeling was inside. 

Sometimes he thought he'd been cold inside for so long that he'd never be warm. 

He walked about half the distance spanned by the outside wall of the building until he reached a recessed 
doorway and tucked himself into it, tossing his head to get his wet hair off his face and hoping that the wind 


didn't quite reach him either. 


Half his face was bathed in the yellowish glow of the light above the door, and as he gazed out into the 
twilight he wondered how different things would be, how different he would be, if... 


For a second his face was unguarded and then he caught himself and controlled it, the set of his jaw and the 
angle of his face in the shadows forming a death mask, eyes encircled in black, and it wouldn't have surprised 
him to know that was how it appeared. 

He knew, far better than a great many others, that there was more than one kind of death. 


Oli knew that it wasn't him who was going to get to the bottom of whatever was wrong with Chris. The 


additional tension between him and Long was contributing to the problem, and he couldn't change it, that was 
something the two of them would have to straighten out. But since Long hadn't moved, it left it up to him to 
at least go and try to coax Chris back so maybe they could play some music and forget the problems for an 


hour or so. 

He didn't see him in the other room so he grabbed his jacket and put it on as he went out the door. He looked 
up and down the walkway that ran across the length of the building and didn't see him. Grumbling about what 
the rain was going to do to his hair, he shoved his hands in his pockets and ducked his head before starting 
off across the parking lot to see if he'd walked off in one direction or the other. 


"You're gonna get wet." 


Oli spun, his eyes once more searching the side of the building, finally spotting Chris tucked deep in the 
doorway. "| know. And my hair's going to look like a poodle." 


Chris‘ laugh was forced. "So why are you standing out here in the rain?" 
"Looking for you." Oli strolled toward him, wondering if Chris would bolt when he got too close. 


He didn't but he didn't relax his stance and when Oli got within a meter or so he stepped out of the shadows. "| 


needed a minute to cool off" 

"Yeah, | figured. Come on, let's go in. | can hear your teeth clacking." 
"Yeah, I'm freezing. Thanks." 

Oli pushed the damp curls off his forehead. "Just don't start on my hair." 
His laugh this time wasn't quite as pained. 


Long's head lolled to the side when they walked in but didn't lift from the back of the couch. His eyes followed 
Chris as he walked past, Oli intentionally kicking his foot when he went by and breaking his concentrated stare. 
Scowling, he kicked back, Oli sidestepping and avoiding it with a grin. Chris, his head down, didn't notice, and he 
went straight to his bass. 


Oli took off his jacket and cocked an eye at Long. "Are you planning on sitting there?" 


For as lanky as he was Long was amazingly graceful and he flowed to his feet, pretending to ready a punch to 
throw at Oli as he walked past him to his guitar and set-up. Oli, not looking the least bit worried, got himself 
settled behind the drums, taking up the sticks and giving a quick run over the kit. Chris had his bass on by 
then and was standing facing his amps, not doing much of anything. 


Long lifted the strap over his head and adjusted his guitar on his body, glancing up toward the switches that 
controlled his amps and reaching to flip them on. A sound, so small that it shouldn't have been heard, stilled 
his hand and his head slowly swiveled toward Chris. 

"Roo?" 

Chris‘ shoulders hunched as if Long's voice had hurt. "What?" 

"You alright?" 


"Yeah." 


Long frowned, unconvinced. He took his guitar off and set it back on the stand. He walked over to Chris, 
stopping just behind him. He didn't touch him, sensing that it would be a mistake. "What's going on, Chris?" 


"Nothing." 


Already getting frustrated, Long raked his fingers through his hair. “Something's wrong. Whatever it is, we're 
supposed to be friends, right? So why can't you tell us what it is?" 


Oli eased out from behind his kit, laying his sticks carefully down so as to make as little noise as possible. He 
picked up his jacket and, catching Long's eyes, he inclined his head toward the door. Long nodded and he left, 
shutting the door softly behind him and heading out, knowing whatever happened there would be no music 
tonight. 

With Oli gone, Long took another step closer and leaned over Chris‘ shoulder. "Talk to me, Roo." 


Chris shuddered. "I'm not sure | can" 


"Come on, lets go over and sit down" Long eased the bass strap over Chris' head, taking the choice from him. 


He set it on the stand and brushed his fingers against Chris' arm, feeling the rigid muscles. "Come on, Chris." 
He didn't think he could at first but the light touch seemed to break the spell of whatever had frozen him in 
place and he managed to turn his body and take the few steps toward the old couch and fall onto it, bending 
forward and resting his forearms on his thighs and letting his head drop. He felt Long sit down beside him, 
close but not too close, and he linked his fingers together to try to stop their trembling. 

"Do you know who you are?" 


"Sometimes." 


The quickness of Long's answer and the answer itself told Chris he had understood the question. "| don't" 


"Not at all?" 


Chris shrugged, the sharp points of his shoulder blades moving under his shirt. "Sometimes | think | do, but Im 


never quite sure." 
"Even when you're playing?” 


"| think that's when | come closest to knowing. But | always have to stop, and as soon as | do I'm not sure 


anymore." Chris canted his eyes at him. "Is that when you're sure?" 


"Yeah, then for sure. But not just then" Long rubbed his hands together. "I'm usually sure when I'm around 


you. And Oli." 
Chris nodded. "Yeah." 


"You know the past doesn't define who you are, Roo," Long said gently, "it might help make you that way, but it 
doesn't mean that's who you still are. You change, and things that happened might not leave you, but they stop 
guiding you at some point. You just have to decide to make them stop." 


"You don't..." Chris turned his head, staring at the wall. "It's not always that easy, Paul." 


"| never said it was easy. But you don't have to do it by yourself. You know me and Oli are gonna do whatever 


we can to help you, but we can't do anything if you won't let us." 
"| just don't know if I'm ready." 
"Just don't think we're not going to be there when you are." 


Chris believed him. But that didn't mean the warmth of the arms that wrapped around his shoulders and drew 
him into the narrow chest weren't appreciated, and he let himself sink into them. Long leaned back, taking Chris 
with him and letting his cheek rest on the still damp hair, feeling the gradual softening of the tense figure 


against him. 


He didn't know how long they sat there but although the awkward angle of his body was making him cramp he 
didn't want to let go of Chris. He wasn't even sure if he was awake, his breathing was so quiet that Long 
thought he might have fallen asleep. Moving as slowly and carefully as he could, he inched around until he 
could lay back and stretch his length out on the couch, guiding Chris' body to lay on top of his, using his legs 
to lift Chris' until he was flat out along Long's body. 


He must have been sleeping because he remained limp, and Long made his head as comfortable as he could on 
the padded arm and closed his eyes, willing to wake up with a dent in his head if he had to. He was just 
starting to drift when Chris stirred and sighed. 


"Shhh," Long whispered, running his hand lightly up and down Chris‘ back He lifted his head enough to see Chris‘ 


face, surprised to find him smiling. 

"Paul?" 

"What?" 

"| think I'm getting warm." 

Long kissed the top of his head. "Good, Roo, that's good" 

Still smiling, Chris went back to sleep. 

Two days later he sat them down. 

"| have something | want you to hear." 

Long sat forward, hands dangling between his knees. Oli nodded and waited. 


He wasn't through the first chorus before Oli was sitting as far forward as Long. When he finished, neither of 


them could speak, and chewed his lip nervously as he waited for their reaction 
"That's..." 
"Are you sure?" 


Chris nodded, his eyes meeting Long's, his far clearer and less haunted than they had been for a very long 


time. "Yeah. | think | want to call it Pretty Pictures" 

Long smiled. "I think it's a good title." He reached out and touched Chris‘ cheek "As long as you're sure." 
Chris tilted his head, pressing into Long's fingers. "I'm sure." 

"Then let's do it" 

The three stood together. 

Just like they always did, and always would. 


They were making their own pictures, and eventually those would replace the ones of the past. 


